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have gone to visit Helen of Troy, or which the late
Mr Mark Anthony might have worn as he climbed up the
water pipe into Cleopatra's bedroom, the sort of parr in
which little girls would have liked to see Mr. Robert
Taylor, the sort of pair a company-director bought to
keep a " business" week-end appointment, different
from the coarse pink-striped cotton pair of Dr. Felix
D'Souza, the sort of pyjama suit in which I should
have appeared,myself to pay homage for the first
time to the temple that was Judy.
But I preferred that Judy should have them and
that I appeared as I normally did in the plain colour-
less thin cotton fabrics of my country's textile mills.
When I came out of the bathroom, changed, I saw
Judy standing up in the dark silk pyjamas, amused at
herself because the sleeves were much too long for her
and the legs of the pyjamas trailed along the
ground and the coat almost touched her knees.
She napped her arms round her body.
" I feel like a scare-crow/' she said.
" You're not frightening me away."
" If I did I'd take them off."
" Judy !    What things you're saying."
" I feel so happy, I can't help it."
And I picked her up and put her on the bed and
lay. next to her.
" You know you should lie quiet. Relax, that's
what the doctor said."
" Tell me, Nineteen-Hundred, ,you haven't said a
word about what happened tonight. Does it matter